Dividing of the Sheep and Goats

we,who do not believe in them, may form another body to ourselves,
to whom other mysteries are applicable. But there is another and
more appalling predicament. There were many at that time in
hiding, though outwardly professing the principles they may have
doubted or abhorred. They were in concealment, even under the
eyes of their pursuers. They were living in an alien race and dared
not reveal themselves. A life, spent thus, in the austerities of reli-
gion, would be doubly wasted. And this consideration brings us
to the mystery of this man in red.

Look again at the painting! He is still reading in the book that
lies before him, pondering on mortality and immortality. But, the
whole time, he is looking beyond the book and out of it. These
are the words he is reading:

CTVNC SEDEBIT JESVS SVPER SEDEM MAJESTATIS
SVE ET CONGREGABANTVR ANTE EVM OMNES GEN-
TES ET SEPERABIT EOS SICVT PASTOR SEGREGAT...'

and there the line breaks off. So it is the dividing of the sheep from
the goats upon which he is meditating. It is the separation, not of
the dead from the living, but of those who have lived and those
who have been driven. It is the parting of real and unreal, of the
true and false. All are one or the other, inevitably, and beyond
possibility of contradiction. Whether it is conscious effort, or is
born of helplessness, does not matter; neither is it of moment if
they alter or waver from one rank to the other. That we, who read
these words, may have no surety of this does not diminish the
sound and terror of the words. For the sheep and the goats are
always divided. It is one of the eternal truths.

Never say that the night is quite silent. After long interval there
comes a sound like the tap of a fingernail. It is a little ringing noise
upon glass or china, against something that lies upon the wash-
stand, or the china ashtray on the table. It Is as though a hand was
feeling for its way about, but there is no sound of fingers. A few
moments later it could be a ringing from the electric light bulb,
as it were a resonance of its glass particles, a clear note which
fades off into silence, and there is nothing more. What are such
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